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ABBY CURRENT

February’s Belly

I did not notice the scent of carrots
Until it crept to me like a cat,

Sweet and musky, clean as clear water.
My cheek follows the June smell
Sharpened, deepened against the snow.

Scents have no words of their own.
Metaphors and similes are not theirs;
Bitter and sharp are tastes.

I leave behind me the cool brick building,
Sink through the spring-smelling winter air.
Was that a robin crackling through the trees?
The breeze, friendly and familiar,

A smooth brush of goosebumps on my skin.
Suspicion will grumble on my shoulder.

[ won’t hear it.

Stop, close my eyes, slow my heartbeat

And smell spring approaching.
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